2 


JOHN  ANDERSON  IVIY 


J 0, 


3 


John  AnJepson,  my  Jo,  John, 
^Vhen  'we  were  first  acq^ueiit. 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven, 
Your  boiiiiy  brow  was  brent, 
But  ■noiv  your  head  is  bald,  John, 
Your  locks  are  like  the  snow. 
Yet  blessing’  on  your  frosty  jpow. 
John  Anderson,  my  Jo. 


John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  John, 

Y'e  clanib  the  hill  thegdther, 

And  monie  a canty  day,  John, 

"WeVe  had  wi’  ane  auitlier; 

Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John, 
But  hand  in.  hand  well  §*0, 

And  well  sleep  theg’ither  at  the  foot 
John  Anderson,  my  Jo, 


*John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  John, 
They  say  it’s  forty  year, 

Sin  I ca’d  you  my  Jo,  John, 

An’  ye  ea’d  me  your  dear; 

I canna  think  it’s  true,  John, 

Nor  half  sae  lang*  ag’O, 

It  seems  a twalmonth  an'  nae  mair, 
John  Anderson,  my  Jo  . 
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in  our  Alley.” 

Down  among  the  Dead  Men.’ 
Joto^^erson,  my 
loflnie  Dundee.’’A<i*‘ 


Erin  my  C^oAi^iy.” 

Whisper.”^^^„^^ 

Thee  Annie. 
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